146   they ever were, bless his heart. Let's go now to Grant's
Tomb. . , .
The tailor looked at his watch. It was getting late, he
thought. I poured myself a night cap, picked up the first,
second and third bases and looked at the parrot which was
still awake because they had forgotten to put the hood
over the cage.
"It's been a wonderful evening," I said, shaking hands
. all around, shaking hands with the maid too by mistake,
"You must come and see me when I get back to New
York. I have a town house arid a country house, you
know. The weather is excellent in the Fall, when the
smoke has cleared away. They're building a new dynamo
over near Spuyten Duyvil: it runs by ether waves. The
rice was excellent to-night. And the cognac too. , . .»
To-morrow I'll go to Phaestos, I said to myself, picking
my way through the fang-bitten streets like a laminated
water-moccasin. I h^d to remind myself that I was in
Crete, a quite different Crete than I had pictured to my-
self in my dreams. Again I had that feeling of the back
pages of Dickens' novels, of a quaint, one-legged world
illumined by a jaded'moon: a land that had survived
every catastrophe and was now palpitating with a blood
beat, a land of owls and herons and crazy relics such as
sailors bring back from foreign shores. In-the moonlight,
navigating through the silent streets like a foundering
* ship, I felt that the earth was bearing me through a zone
I had never been carried through before. I was a little
nearer to the stars and the ether was charged with their
nearness; it was not simply that they were more Jbrilliant,
or that the moon which had taken on the color of a yam
had grown swollen and lop-sided, but that the atmos-
phere had undergone a subtle, perfumed alteration.

